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SONGS,  DUETS,  TRIOS,  ETC. 


No.  1.     INTRODUCTION. 

Chorus. 

Too  afraid  alone  to  venture, 

Fearing  awful  things  to  see, 
Here,  with  beating  hearts,  we  enter ; 

Neighbour,  neighbour,  stand  by  me  ! 

De  Mericourt. 

Who  are  ye,  thus  bold  to  enter 
The  domain  of  mystery  ? 

Chorus. — {To  De  Mericourt.) 

Pray  you,  ere  the  evening  closes, 

Take  my  gifts, — and  mine, — and  mine  ; 

Here  are  peaches — here  are  roses, 
Snow-white  bread,  and  ruby  wine. 

De  Mericourt. 

Thank  you  for  my  noble  master, 
Who,  unseen,  his  chamber  keeps  ; 

And,  like  mighty  Zoroaster, 
Ever  studies — never  sleeps. 

Chorus. 

Ever  studies — never  sleeps ! 
What  a  marvel  he  must  be  ! 
May  we  not  your  master  see  ? 


De  Mericourt. 

See  him  ? — He  endures  no  stranger. 
Dare  you  brave  his  certain  auger  ] 

Chorus. 

No — no — no 

De  Mericourt. 

5Tis  well ;  I  knew  it  ! 

Who  can  tell  how  ye  might  rue  it  *? 

Vex  him  not,  and  he'll  protect  you. 
If  you  tell  your  cares  to  me, 

I  may  in  your  suit  direct  you. 

Chorus. — (Getting  eagerly  round  him.) 

Beg  him  to  bring  back  my  lover, — 

Beg  him  but  to  get  me  one  ! — 
May  your  Lord  his  rest  recover. 
Speak  for  us  when  we  are  gone ! 

De  Mericourt. — (Aside.) 

How  soon  they  all  believe  ! 
How  easy  to  deceive  ! 

Ah,  lady  !  rich  and  young  ! 

Too  proud  to  join  the  throng, 

Thou,  too,  shalt  come,  ere  long, 
Thy  secret  here  to  leave. 

[To  Chorus. 
He  shall  all  your  wishes  know. 
Shall  I  now  some  witchcraft  show  ? 

Chorus. 

No — no — no 

\A  neighbouring  bell  begins  to  toll. 
Yonder  the  solemn  chime 
Tells  of  the  holy  time 

When  we  should  pray. 
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Not  for  the  royal  crown, 
After  the  dark  comes  down, 
Here  dare  I  stay. 

[To  De  Mericourt 
Heaven  your  good- will  requite. 
So  now  good  night  ! — good  night ! 
Come — come  away  ! 

De  Mericourt. 
If  you  would  have  our  skill, 
All  your  desires  fulfil, 
Here  do  not  stay. 


No.  2.     ROMANCE. 
Laval. 

Gone  are  the  merry  days, 

When  I  could  roam  all  night, 

Singing  in  Beauty's  praise, 
By  the  moon's  mellow  light. 

Then  I  believed  in  love, 
Fondly  and  fervently. 

Torn  is  the  web  he  wove. 

No  one  cares  where  I  rove — 
No  one  remembers  me  ! 

Gone  is  the  buoyant  heart ; 

Youth's  golden  spear  and  shield, 
That  played  so  brave  a  part 

On  the  gay  battle-field. 
There  have  I  foremost  been, 

Fearing  no  rivalry. 
But  colder  days  begin. 
There's  nothing  left  to  win — 

No  one  remembers  me  ! 


No.  3.     DUETTINO. 

CORALIE   AND   EoSE. 
I. 

When  jealous  Age  begins  to  doze 

Behind  his  bolted  door, 
And  birds  o'ertaken  by  repose 

Make  melody  no  more, — 
A  village  maid,  with  locks  of  gold, 

Whose  love  is  at  the  wars, 
Steals  forth  to  bribe  the  hermit  old 

To  read  for  her  the  stars. 
O  I  the  stars  ! 

There 's  mischief  in  the  stars  ! 
Come  from  thy  cell,  old  oracle, 

And  read  for  us  the  stars  ! 

Laval. — (A  side — reappearing.) 

If  this  be  she,  0  !  fortune  strange  ! 
To  yield  her  thus  to  my  rev€nge. 

De  Mericourt. — (Dragging  him  back.) 

Come  with  me,  come,  our  plan  to  arrange. 
Now,  lady,  look  for  something  strange  ! 

[Exeunt. 

Coralie  and  Eose. 

Is  no  one  here  ?     'Tis  very  strange  ! — 
Perhaps  our  second  verse  may  lure 
The  wizard  from  his  den. 

II. 

Her  father  thinks  she  is  asleep, 

Her  chamber  safe  within  ; 
Her  mother,  if  she  knew,  would  weep 

In  terror  at  the  sin  ; 


But  fear  no  tender  heart  can  bind, 

And  tyrants  have  no  bars, 
When  weary  hope  expects  to  find 

An  answer  from  the  stars. 
O  !  the  stars  ! 

There 's  comfort  in  the  stars  !    - 
Come  from  thy  cell,  old  oracle, 

And  read  for  us  the  stars  ! 


No.  4.     DUET. 

Laval. 

You  turn  aside  and  tremble, 

Lest  I  should  tell  you  true  ; 
You  purpose  to  dissemble, 

Though  I  your  heart  look  through. 

Coralie  . — (A  side.) 

How  strangely  is  he  reading 

My  secret  heart  within  ! 
Where  olden  wounds  are  bleeding, 

By  mortal  eye  unseen. 

Laval. 

Hear  me  ! — Command  me  ! 
Mine  arm — my  love — my  spell 

[Approaching  her,  and  taking  her  hand' 
Shall  shield  you  from  disaster ! 

Coralie. 

Are  you  not  man,  but  master  ? 
Even  if  you  were,  unhand  me  ! 

Laval, 

Nay,  do  not  fear  me  ! 

This  hand  shall  not  rebel ! — 
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CORALIE. 

0  let  me  go  !  nor  press  too  near  me  ! 

[Disengaging  Iter  hand. 
For,  indeed,  so  firm  you  clasp  it, 
That  its  lines  you  cannot  tell. 

Coralie. — (Aside.) 

What  means  this  sweet  emotion  ? 
What  charm  retains  me  near  him  ? 
Rightly,  I  ought  to  fear  him, 
Because  his  words  are  bold. 
Like  music  far  o'er  ocean, 

His  tender  voice  enchants  me. 
Something  there  is  that  haunts  me 
With  melodies  of  old. 

Laval. — (Aside.) 

What  means  her  sweet  emotion  ? 
Dreams  she  who  stands  beside  her  1 
Rightly,  I  ought  to  chide  her, 
Because  she  was  so  cold. 
No  !  with  a  new  devotion 

My  watchful  eye  shall  save  her 
From  craft  that  would  enslave  her, — 
As  in  the  days  of  old. 


No.  5.     ROMANCE. 
Coralie. 

O  was  I,  then,  awake  or  dreaming, 
The  hours  of  weary  life  between  ? 

So  full  of  light,  with  joy  so  beaming, 
Was  yonder  land  where  I  have  been. 
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I  rose  among  the  golden  clouds  of  early  morning, 
I  came  where  noon  doth  treasure  up  her  lustre  burning, 
And  now,  once  more  to  duller  earth  returning, 
Around  me  all  is  desolate  and  grey  ! — 

0  no  !  it  was  not  only  dreaming, — 
The  gladness  will  not  pass  away  ! 

Methought  I  was  the  youngest  fairy, 
That  bears  the  dew-drop  on  her  wing  ; 

1  heard  a  voice  as  Echo  airy 
Afar  its  joyous  carol  sing. 

It  told  of  merry  holidays,  the  lime-boughs  under, 
When  never  thought  we  heart  from  heart  could  chill 

asunder. 
And  now  I  wake,  in  melancholy  wonder, 

And  listen  for  that  melody  so  gay ! — 
O  no  !  it  was  not  only  dreaming, — 

The  music  will  not  pass  away  ! 


No.  6.     FINALE 

ROMANCE.— De  Mericoubt. 

You  are  bright  as  the  rose  that  looks  up  to  the  sun, 
When  she  feels  that  his  light  and  her  fragrance  are  one ; 
You  are  pure  as  the  lily  that  even  might  grow 
Without  shame  from  a  bank  of  the  new-fallen  snow ; 
You  are  warm  as  the  wind  of  the  South,  when  she  gives 
A  bloom  to  the  grape,  and  a  gold  to  its  leaves  ; — 
Then,  believe  me,  dear  lady,  young  queen  of  the  May  ! 
It  is  you  who  have  magic,  and  we  who  obey  ! 

Could  I  lift  up  the  veil  for  the  tremblers  that  wait 
Until  shadow  or  sunshine  shall  alter  their  fate; 
Could  I  humble  the  proud,  and  the  wandering  guide ; 
Could  I  read  in  your  hand  what  your  bosom  would  hide 

a5 
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Could  I  comfort  despair,  could  I  fathom  deceit ; — 
Yet  mine  art  with  its  spells,  would  I  lay  at  your  feet, 
For,  believe  me,  dear  lady,  too  proud  for  disguise, 
There  is  left  no  more  magic,  save  that  of  your  eyes ! 

Coralie. — (Aside.) 
What  mean  his  words  ?     Alas  !   I  fear  ! — 
Trembling,  alone,  defenceless  here  ! 

De  Mericourt. 

Come,  come  !  you  will  not  prove  severe  ! 
Long  have  I  loved, — you  shall  be  mine  ! 

CORALIE. 

Go,  leave  me.     Go,  I  will  not  hear  ! 

Nor  look,  nor  word,  nor  sigh,  nor  sign, 
Deserves  this  jest  ! — I  will  begone  ! 

[Laval,  appearing  from  behind  the  curtain. 

De  Mericourt. 
It  is  no  jest,  sweet  lady  mine  ! 

You  will  not  leave  this  place  alone ; 
But  as  a  joyous  bride. — The  priest 

Awaits  you  and  the  marriage  feast. 

Laval. — (Aside — coming  down.) 

Ah  I  'twas  not  love  that  brought  her  here  ! 
A  moment  still  observe, — forbear ! 

Coralie. — (Escaping  from  De  Mericourt.) 

Leave  me  ! — Release  me  ! — Aid  me  !  aid  ! 

De  Mericourt. 

None  will  obey  thee  ! 

Laval. — (Coming  between  them.) 
Yes  ! — the  dead  ! 
Coralie. 
He  lives  !  he  lives  ! — 0  save  me  ! 
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TEIO. 

0  tender  recollection  ! 

0  pleasure  blent  with  pain  ! 
My  heart  was  not  in  error — 

It  knew  his  voice  again  ! 

Laval. 

She  calls  on  my  protection  ! 
0  hope,  in  spite  of  pain  ! 
Her  heart,  in  hour  of  terror, 
'  Returns  to  me  again  ! 

De  Mericourt. 

Ah!  of  her  cold  rejection  ! 

The  secret  cause  is  plain, — 
Her  blushing  features  mirror 

A  joy,  in  spite  of  pain. 

[Spoken  dialogue — then  Finale  resumed. 

De  Mericourt. 

Welcome,  my  friends  !      This  way,  this  way  ! 
Thank  Heaven  !  you  have  not  tarried  long 
Your  lady  there  in  safety  see  ! 

Chorus. 

We  come  to  set  our  lady  free 

From  miscreant  who  would  do  her  wrong  1 

De  Mericourt. — {Pointing  to  Laval.) 

Seize  on  him  !— seize  the  sorcerer, 
The  master  of  this  magic  den  ! — 

'Twas  he  ensnared  your  lady  dear, 
With  purpose  vile  ! 

Chorus — (Jaying  hold  on  Laval.) 

Come — come  away  ! 
We'll  teach  you  how  your  tricks  you  play  ! 
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Coralie. — {Bewildered.) 

Yet  stay — O  stay  ! 
Ensnared  by  him  ! — His  death  a  lie  ! 
What  is  the  truth  1—0  speak  ! 

De  Mericourt. 

'Tis  I, 
Who  now  the  baffled  knave  display  ! 
The  famous  sorcerer,  seen  by  none, 
Too  well,  methinks,  to  justice  known 


STRETTO. 

Coralie. 

Was  I  ensnared  for  this  ? 
Are  these  the  witcheries 

Here  you  display  ? 
Hence,  dark  impostor,  hence  ! 
Justice  shall  recompense 

All  who  betray  ! 

Laval. — (Pointing  to  De  Mericourt.) 

Yonder  the  wizard  is, 
Whose  cruel  witcheries 
Sought  you  for  prey  ! 
Bear  me  to  prison  hence  ! 
Truth  shall  be  my  defence 
Another  day ! 

De  Mericourt. 

Nothing  falls  out  amiss  ; 
E'en  in  a  storm  like  this 

Craft  makes  his  way. 
Hence,  dark  impostor,  hence  ! 
Justice  shall  recompense 

All  who  betray ! 
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Eose  and  Chorus. 

One  an  impostor  is  : 
Can  it  be  that,  or  this  1 

Which  must  I  say  ? 
Hence,  evil  wizard,  hence  ! 
Justice  shall  recompense 

All  who  betray. 

Coralie. — ( Hesitating.) 

Who  speaks  the  truth  1 — I  was  asleep, 
And  strangely  moved — 

Laval. — (To  Eose.) 
Can  you  deny  ? 

Eose. 

I  vow  my  flesh  is  all  a-creep  ! 
I  saw  my  lady  put  to  sleep, 
And  I,  forsooth,  was  sent  away  ! 

Laval. 

Fool ! — answer  ! — Did  I  nothing  say  1 — 
Bade  nothing  1 — 

Eose. 

I  was  so  afraid, 
I  never  heard  a  word  you  said  ! 

De  Meriqourt. 

Away  with  him  !     Let  justice  try, 
Which  is  the  knave — that  man  or  I  ! 

[Stretto  resumed. 
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ACT    II. 


No.  7.     BALLAD. 

Rose. 

The  joy-bells  are  ringing,  the  flowers  strew  the  way ; 

The  shepherds  are  jocund  and  idle  ; 
The  Bride  cometh  forth,  in  her  milk  white  array ; 

The  sun  shines  his  best  for  the  bridal. 
Oh  !  blest  is  her  fate,  whether  early  or  late, 
Who  lights  on  a  mate  with  a  noble  estate, 

And  for  each  of  the  seasons  its  carriage  \ 
But  though  marriage,  alas  !  is  a  desperate  thing, 
Without  gold  in  the  pocket,  as  well  as  the  ring, 

It,  nevertheless,  is  a  marriage. 

And  now  the  two  kneel  at  the  garlanded  shrine, 

Their  hearts  with  full  ecstacy  beating  ; 
The  youth  is  so  gallant,  the  maid  so  divine, 

There  never  was  lovelier  meeting. 
Oh  !  blest  is  her  lot,  in  some  vine-covered  cot, 
With  a  spouse  who  will  not  be  too  cold  or  too  hot, 

Or  disdain,  or  distress,  or  disparage; 
But  though  marriage,  alas !  is  a  sorrow  the  more, 
Without  love  by  the  hearth,  when  the  anthem  is  o'er. 

It,  nevertheless,  is  a  marriage. 


No.  8.     ARIA. 

De  Mericourt. 

How  merry  is  morning,  how  bright  is  the  sun ! 
How  great  is  my  triumph,  the  prize  to  have  won, 
When  I  think  of  the  swains  that  will  elegies  sigh. 
And  the  pride  of  the  army  of  rage  that  will  die, 
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As  they  count  up  the  treasures  they  never  may  spend. 
For  their  cooing  and  wooing  is  come  to  an  end ! 
Then  I  laugh — and  may  well — at  my  victory  bold. 
Let  who  will  take  the  love — so  I  but  take  the  gold  ! — 
She  frowned  and  grew  cruel — so  I  grew  unkinder  ; 
Her  eye  never  slept — but  'twas  easy  to  blind  her  ; 
She  owned  her  poor  heart  might  be  roaming  astray. — 
I  took  care  that  the  object  kept  out  of  the  way  ! — 
Come  one,  and  come  all,  you  may  envy  my  joy, 
But  will  not  win  the  like,  though  for  ages  you  try  ! 
How  merry  is  morning,  &c. 


No.  9.     CHOEUS. 

Peasants'  Round,  and  Dialogue. 

Let  pipe  and  let  tabor  go  merrily  round ; 

Nor  music  nor  measure  this  morning  shall  fail. 
The  old  castle  echoes  rejoice  in  the  sound, 
As  we  the  expected  one  joyfully  hail ! 

Dance  we  around  him  ! 
Taking  our  part  in  the  good  and  the  gay  day ; 

Merrily  greet  him 
Happy  the  chosen  of  such  a  fair  lady  ! 

Rose  and  De  Mericourt. 
Rose. — (  With  a  Letter.) 

'Tis  a  letter  I  have  promised 

You  will  read  without  delaying, 
On  a  matter  too  important 

For  neglecting  or  for  staying. 
If  you  slight  it,  you  will  rue  it, 

When  repentance  is  too  late. 
He  who  gave  it  said  'twould  save  you 

From  an  unexpected  fate. 
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De  Mericourt. 
Interruption  little  welcome, 

Did  it  bring  a  double  fortune. 
Let  me  see  who  dare  intrude 

Upon  my  happy  hours  of  courting . 
Some  petition  from  a  beauty, 

Coming  half  an  hour  too  late  ! 
Since,  to-day  I  sign  and  swear  me 

To  the  sober  married  state. 

Chorus. — (Interrupted. ) 

Let  pipe  and  let  tabor,  &c. 


No.  10.     ROMANCE. 

Laval. 

Ah  !  since  the  sun  began  his  roving, 
Were  ne'er  two  hearts  so  true  and  loving, 

As  ours,  ere  evil  powers  deceiving 
Did  cast  a  shadow  o'er  the  twain. 
Will  nothing,  now,  restore  us 
The  heaven  that  bright  shone  o'er  us  ] 

Is  all  too  late  my  bitter  grieving  1 
Is  all  atonement,  then,  in  vain  ? — 
Ah !  since  the  sun  began  his  roving, 
Were  ne'er  two  hearts  so  true  and  loving. 

O  violet  !  tell  her  bosom  heaving, 
That  May  is  coming  round  again  ! 

Her  eye  has  priceless  gems  within  it ; 
Her  heart  is  heaven,  and  who  shall  win  it  ? 
O'er  sea  and  land,  o'er  hills  and  valleys, 
Her  beauty  holds  its  matchless  reign. 
O  !  why  was  Fate  unkindly  ? 
0  !  how  could  folly  blindly 
Divide  us  with  its  idle  malice? 

To  me  the  shame,  to  her  the  pain ! — 


17 


Ah !  since  the  sun  began  his  roving, 
Were  ne'er  two  hearts  so  true  and  loving ! 
O,  woodbird,  sing  around  her  palace, 
That  May  is  coming  round  again  ! 


No.  11.     DUET. 
Coralie  and  Laval. 

'Tis  in  change  that  we  are  charming, 

And  by  hope  and  fear  subdue  ; 
With  a  smile  the  cold  disarming, 

With  a  tear,  the  fiery,  too. 

Laval. 

But,  suppose  the  cherished  lover, 
Bound  to  conquer,  just  like  you, 

Should  the  spell  of  change  discover, 
And,  in  turn,  be  charming  too  ! 

Coralie. 

We  have  arms,  in  arts  that  can  torment  you. 

Laval. 

We  can  rove  away,  and  not  lament  you. 

Thus  shall  Love,  our  craft  obeying, 

Never  more  to  vex  us  dare  ; 
Should  he  threaten  us  with  straying, 

Let  him  go — we  will  not  care  ! 
For  the  joy  of  life  commences 

Only  when  its  earnest  ends ; 
Hence  away,  with  fond  pretences  ! — 

We  are  happiest  merely  friends  ! 

Coralie. 

Are  the  moments  gone  for  ever, 

When  we  wandered  forth  together — 
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Laval. 

Through  the  vineyard  by  the  river — 
Caring  nought  for  wind  or  weather  l 

CORALIE. 

Even  cared  I  less  for  splendour, 

Till  I  was  a  maiden  grown. 
Fie  !  no  more  of  nonsense  tender, 

Fit  for  boys  and  girls  alone  ! 

Laval. 

Ah,  my  heart's  blood  I  would  render, 
To  bring  back  those  pleasures  gone  ; 

What  a  heart,  so  shyly  tender, 
Spoke  in  that  relenting  tone  ! 
the  two.         Yes  !  the  joy  of  life  commences,  &c,  &c. 


No.  12.  ,  FINALE. 

TKIO.— De  Mericourt.— (Aside.) 

Her  former  lover,  or  mine  ears  deceive  me  ! 
Let  this  from  my  embarrassment  relieve  me  ! 

Laval. — (To  De  Mericourt.) 

O  worthy  of  that  lovely  lady  yonder, 

No  ill  report  of  fortune  changed  can  fright  you, 

If  she  be  fond,  your  generous  love  is  fonder  ; 

May  Heaven  with  many  days  of  bliss  requite  you 

De  Mericourt. — (Aside.) 

He  thinks  he  can  shame  me 

By  irony  clever ! 

But  she  loved  me  never, 
And  now  will  not  blame  me, 
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Laval. — (To  De  Mericourt.) 

O  !  happy  was  the  morning  when  you  won  her, 

And  blest  her  with  your  heart  so  brave  and  tender ; 

You  seek  her  still,  when  meaner  men  would  shun  her, 
And  in  her  altered  fortunes  will  befriend  her. 

De  Mericourt. — (Aside.) 
How  to  frame  it  ?  how  to  say  it  ? 
'Tis  my  part,  and  I  must  play  it. 

Let  the  hero  win  and  wear  her, 

Who  did  defend  her. 

Laval. 

The  contract  waits  you. 

De  Mericourt. — (To  Laval.) 

Your  haste  deceives  you ; 
(Aside.)     It  shall  be  so. 

Coralie. 
He  pauses ! 

[Looking  at  Laval. 
And  will  he  thus,  when  now  he  might  have  won  me, 
So  tamely  then  my  hand  and  heart  surrender  ? 

Laval. 
Is  all  prepared  1 

Blignac. 
The  testaments  are  these  ! 
Eose. 
And  here  in  merry  mood  the  witnesses. 

Chorus. 
Come  to  Beauty's  festival, 

And  crown  her  with  your  garlands  gay ; 
And  may  her  wedded  years  be  all 

As  bright  as  her  betrothing  day. 
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Blignac. 
And  now  to  sign. 

De  Mericourt. 

Stay — and  first  hear  me  speak, 
To  my  own  ruin,  though  my  heart  do  break  ! 

[To  Chorus. 
Give  me  no  welcome  friends — to  me  no  joy  ; 
A  dark  and  dreary  sacrifice  is  mine  ! 

[To  CORALIE. 

Thought  you  I  could  by  my  poor  claims  annoy — 
My  heart's  dear  angel  e'en  for  bliss  divine  ? 
Your  promise  loathing  now,  my  passion  scorning, 
I  can  protect  and  pleasure  you  no  more. 
To  your  old  lover  is  your  love  returning. 
Take  him,  bright  lady ;  my  Life's  dream  is  o'er. 

Coralie. 
Refused  by  him — set  free  ! 

Rose. 
O  !  dismal  change. 

Laval. — (Aside.) 
Now,  lady,  for  my  triumph  and  revenge. 

Chorus. 
What  means  he  by  .his  look  of  sorrow  strange  ? 
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De  Mericourt. 

Yes,  though  my  heart  is  breaking, 
I  would  no  more  retain  you, 
Who  find  that  memories  chain  you, 
To  him  you  loved  of  yore. — 
O  !  bitter  hour  of  waking  ! 
Let  no  past  vows  confine  you, 
For  sadly  I  resign  you, 
And  life  and  light  are  o'er. 

Coralie. 

Can  I  be  dreaming  ? 
Resign  me  ! 

Laval. 

Resign  you  ! 
{Aside.)  O  !   nobly  seeming. 

Coralie. 
And  we  are  bound  no  more  ! 

Rose  and  Chorus. 
And  thus  the  contract's  o'er  ! 
[Spoken  dialogue — then  Finale  resumed* 

Chorus. — (As  before.) 
Come  to  Beauty's  festival !  &c. 

Coralie,  Laval,  and  Chorus. 
So  ends  the  mystery  of  our  fortune-telling. 

De  Mericourt. 
And  thus  have  I  been  cheated  ? 

Coralie,  Laval,  and  Chorus. 
Perchance  your  magic  may  other  fortunes  find. 
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De  Mericourt. 

Mocked  and  defeated ! 
Have  I  been  deaf  and  blind  ? 
May  others  cheat  you. 

Coralie,  Laval,  and  Chorus. 

Nay,  stay,  we  entreat  you, 

Our  gladness  to  partake  j 

'Twas  all  your  doing. 

Rose. 

Is  this  not  magic, 

From  which  we  are  to  wake  1 

De  Mericourt* 

May  wreck  and  ruin 
Your  fortunes  overtake  ! — 


Chorus. 


[Exit. 


Long  live  our  noble  lord  and  lady  ! 

Bright  be  their  fortunes,  long  their  line  ! 
IS  o  gladder  people  e'er  were  ready 

Love's  bond  of  happiness  to  sign. 


RONDO. 

Coralie,  with  Chorus. 

O  joy  ! — all  other  joys  above  ! — 

Is  hour  so  blest  as  this  ! 
When  new-born  faith  and  olden  love 

Unite  in  perfect  bliss. 

end. 
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